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oiton in search of adventure at (en. Paul Clark, the older 
brother, wot In hi* teem ond hit brother Nat was only eight, 
Poul joined the crew of the merchont ship floiton Belle, but Nat, 
afraid thot he would be left behind, jtowed away on the aim 
ship ond was not discovered until far out at tea. Their ship was 
captured by pirates, ransacked, and its crew killed. How Poul 
escaped and found his way back to the pirate ship ond rescued 
hit brother and Maria Rotoria, a beautiful Spanish lady who 
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Taking A SHORT CUT BETWEEN COW TOWNS, 
ROY FINDS HIMSELF IN A MIGHTY DRY SPOT. 



GLAD I BROUGHT 
THIS WATER? A 
MAN COULD BE 
OUT OF LUCK 
LOOKING FOR A 
DRINK ON THIS 



TRIGGER? CUT IT OUT? THAT^ 
NOT AGRIZZLY 
BEAR? 




--ANDTHIST0O? IT 
WILL DO IN PLACE Of 
VASELINE. 



I THOUSHT YOU SAID YOU 
DIDN'T HAVE ANY SPARE 
PANTS ? ' 




WHERE IS | 
HE GOING 1 
WITH ALL \ 
THAT STUFF? 


I TOLD YOU HE 
WAS CRAZY.. 

8UT HE WON'T 
\ GET FAR, IF I 
) CAN HELP IT. 
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TURN AROUND ANDTAKE 
THOSE THINGS BACK TO 
OUR TRAILER, OR 

I'LL-- I'LL PULL THE 

TRIGGER. 




YOU'LL NEVER GET OUT OF THE SAND WHERE 
YOUR CAR IS STUCK WITHOUT MY HELP- 
SO YOU'D SETTER TRADE THAT GUN FOR 
SOMEOFTHE STUFF I'M CARRYING 
AND COME ALONG. 




(iLEFl HiM LriNS 6£M (NO THIS BUSH. ^| 

( I DON'T SEE ANY8000S 





HE 

THE 
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CRf ATURE 
K THERE B 
E ROAD ? 


V THE SAME — WITH THE > 

\ TAR AND FEATHERS , 

\ OFF HIMf AND HE'S [ 

<-C. SICKf J 
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GIRLS, HIS NAME IS STEVE 
WESTON... GET HII 
COLD DRINK. 



HE'S ONLY A KID- 





"ONE NIGHT I SHOT AT A 

SLUICE ROBBER — AND AFTER 

THAT I WAS CAREFUL NOT TO 

LEAVE ANY GOLD OUTSIDE 

MY SHACK. 





"THE BIS 
SHOCK CAME 
YESTERDAY 
WHEN T WAS 
DIGGING NEAR 
THE EDGE OF 
OLD CURRY'S 



THE BIGGEST NUGGET OF GOLD 
THAT I'D EVER SEEN WAS 
SITTING RIGHT THERE 
ON THE END 
OF MY 
SHOVEL? 



HERE WERE MORE NUGGETS AND' OUST IN 
THE HOLE ...I WAS SO BUSY GAWKING 
AT THEM THAT I DIDN'T 
NOTICE OLD CURRY . 
COMBES SNEAKING 





KNOWING THAT MY SECRET WAS OUT, MADE 
ME PLENTY MAD. ..I CHASED OLD CURRY 
<"-OMBES OFF MY CLAIM AGAIN. 




"I DUG TILL I WAS 
SURE I'D CLEA " 
OUT THAT RICH 
LITTLE POCKET. 




WHATI DIDNT COUNT ON WAS 
OLD CURRY COMBES FOLLOW- 
ING TO DRY-GULCH ME. 




I WAS SO MAO THAT I HEADED STRAIGHT FOR 
THE OLD CROOK'S RIFLE — WITH MY 
SIX GUN SMOKING... OLD CURRY 
WAS SO SCARED . . . 





OLO CURRY^ ATTACi! HAD 

MADE ME JUMPY, THOUGH 

SO I BURIED MOST OF MY 
GOLDWHERE I COULO FIND 

IT LATER. 








I WAS JUST STARTING 
HOME WHEN I SPOTTED 
OLO CURRY COMBES. 




THERE'S THAT MUROERIN - ROBBER 
OUT AND STOLE ALL MY DUST AND N 
rm i PPPfi him' 


HE KNOCKED ME ! 
GGETS — BUT I ' 
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"THE MINUTE HE 
AW ME HE PUT ON A 

G ACT-- ANDTHE 
ROWD FELL FOR IT." 




'OLD COMBES MADE SURE THAT THEY TOOK ME S 
FAR INTO THE DESERT THAT I'D NEVER GET BAC 
8Y MYSELF." 
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THIS THING UP TO 1 


W PLUMB ■ 


THE TOP OF THE ^A 


I TO THE 1 


BLUFF, BECK 
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LETTHEM \ STEVE' ROY? 
GO.STEVE* \GETU~ " 
THE GIRLS \ OF HERE? 
NEED OUR \ HELP' 

ATTENTION I 

MORE-- 

JUDGIMG 

BY THE 

SOUNDS. 




THAT'S WHAT I FIGGERED THEY 00 — 
CHASE THE CAR, SOT COULD PLANT 
THESE UNDER THEIR FLOOR? BUTYOU 
HAD TIME TO DUMP THAT CAR AND 
TRAILER OVER THE BLUFF. . 




MORN IMG 



GOLD nuggets: AND 

1 DUSTr A RICHER 

POCKET THAN THE 
' FIRST ONE I 

STRUCK, PARTNERS' 




' AND IF WE \ 
1 DON'T GET 
I THROUGH TO , 
THE NEW \ 
/ MINING CAMP \ 
/ AT COBALT, I 
JESS TANKARD C 
WILL GRAB ALL 
DAD$ 8V5/NE5S, 
DOCTOR/ — > 




THIS MONEY IS TO HIRE A 
NURSE— TWO NURSES — 
AND FOR ANYTHING DAD 

NEEDS KEN ANO I 

HAVE GOT TO TAKE OUR 
FREIGHT WAGONS 
THROUGH 



WE'RE IN YOUR 0E9T W OH.' I'M GLAD YOU 
AGAIN, ROY ROGERS. *ft DIDN'T SUOOT- 
THAT WAS THE SLICKEST 
5HCT I EVER SAW. 





IT'S NO USE NOW— (sOS/)jESS 
WILL UAVE TIME TO HORN- 
SWOGGLE, EVERYBODY IN 
COBALT— {GO LP.')— TO GIVE 
HIM THEIR FREIGHTING 
CONTRACTS ! THAT'S WHAT 
DAD WAS AFRAID OF,. 




PLENTY, ROY. 1 EVEN AFTER 

WE EMPTY THE WAGON, IT 

WILL TAKE THREE STRONG 

MEN TO LIFT n" ONTO 

THE REAR BUNK5... 




COMEON.K10S--MELP )f ROY, 00 YOU 
ME GET TWIS WAGON <l TUINK--WE 
BED UNLOAOEO. WE \\ CAN." 
WONT HOLLER "QUITS" )• 
TILL WE'VE TRIED IT./ ^, 





THEY'RE COMING 
AGAIN, JESS — AND- 
THAT GUN-SLINGING 
COWBOY IS WITH 
THE MORTON 



QUICK, SHIFTY. 'GET 
THEM MULES RUNNING.' 
IF WE CAN AMKECOBALT, 
MAYBE WE WON'T NAVE 
TO FIGHT.' 







( ken! grab THE OFF } ^^ 

\ LEADER— TRYTO ^//^K^, 

\ stotv "EM up,' j L--— sp 










i2P 


P 

W,4 


V 


*wM 






*5fc*lR 


fSkt 


fin 



( i'LL DO BETTER THAN )~ 
/*-\jrUAT, ROY..... Jill 



( /VE GOT THE BRAKE ROP£~ 7 
V NOW — TO PULL,PULL! 

\£- 




PIONEER! OF 
THE OLD WEST 




Evening shadows lengthened across 
the Kentucky River os the three girls 
paddled out from Boonesboro's log 
fort. 

"My, but those boys were disap- 
pointed! They thought we were going 
to take them along," laughed Jemima 
Boone, from the. stern of their birch- 
bark canoe. 

"There's no chance for spooning 
back at. the fort," giggled Betsy Calla- 
way, "without some old pussycat spy- 
ing on us ... On the river they'd feel 
free — " 

"TOO free, perhaps!"- her' sister 
Frances put in. "Buddy Callaway is my 
own brother, but he's a tease and a cut- 
up. He'd yell: 'INJUNS— LOOKOUT!' 
just to hear Jemima scream." 

"Oh, nonsense!" exclaimed the four- 
teen-year-old daughter of Daniel' 
8oone. "Buddy couldn't scare me ... I 
don't beileve there's a redskin within 
thirty miles . . . Let's paddle across to 
the other shore." 

The girls' three paddles dipped, rip- 
pling the mirrored shadow of the fort. 
The birchbark picked up speed. In a 
few moments it was gliding close to the 
bushes on the opposite bank. 

"Jemima!" cried Frances. "Steer for 
that bunch of wildflowers — we'll take 



home a bouquet . . ." 

The canoe swung in. Frances reached 
out to pick the blossoms — just as a 
painted savage slid into the water 
ahead of her! 

Quick-thinking Jemima dug her 
paddle deeply, but the Indian made a 
lunge, grabbing the rope at the bow. 

"Keep-um mouth shut or me kill!" 
he warned, raising a'war club . . . But 
he was too late. Scream after scream 
pierced the evening stillness. As more 
savages popped out of the bushes, 
waving knives and tomahawks, the 
girls screamed louder. They stopped 
only when rough hands dragged them 
out of their canoe, and dirty fingers 
closed over their mouths. 

Bock at the fort those shrieks hod 
been heord — and understood! But the 
girls hod the fort's only canoe! 

Sam Henderson, John Holder, and 
Buddy Callaway reached the river's 
edge with the first of a furious crowd. 
The boys were all for swimming. Older 
men had to hold them back. 

"Don't be fools!" snapped Colonel 
Floyd. "That bunch- of Injuns would 
pick you off in the water like sitting 
ducks. You wouldn't have a chance to 
fight! Wait till Dan'l Boone gets home, 
and let him lead the rescue party. If 




there's a way to getthe girls back un- 
harmed, he'll figure it out . . . But you 
can't track Injuns in the dork." 

Night fell quickly on o sleepless set- 
tlement. Boone arrived with the father 
of Betsy ond Frances Callaway. They 
heard the news with grim faces. 

"We can't do anything till daylight," 
the greot frontiersman remarked. 
"Then I'll start trailing those red- 
skinned wolves. I'll take only a few men 
— who can travel without rest ond with- 
out noise, and fight to the last drop of 
their blood if need be. Sam Henderson, 
young Callaway, John Holder, and 
Colonel Floyd — you con come. I'll, pick 
two or three others. Now, friends, try 
to get a night's sleep, 'Cause you're go- 
ing to need it!" 

The first gray light of dawn showed 
a string of darker shadows moving 
across the river. There were eight of 
them. As they reached the farther 
shore from the fort, they rose suddenly 
out of the water — eight naked men 
pushing tiny rafts! 

Taking their clothes and rifles from 
the rafts, Daniel Boone and his party 
dressed hurriedly. The daylight was 

? letting bright enough to read signs. A 
ew moments later Boone found it — 



the trail of three girls and a band of 
Indians leading into the tall "cane" or 
reeds . . . And there it disappeared! 
Splitting up,-the savages had left no 
trail at all through the tall cane 
growth. 

"We'll circle and cut their trail 
farther on," the veteran I ndian fighter 
comforted his friends. "I .know about 
where that war party is headed . . . 
They'll hit into the old buffalo trails 
thirty miles from here . . . And then 
they II get mighty careless." 

Daniel Boone was right, although 
the thirty-mile stretch must have 
seemed like a wild-goose chase to some 
of his companions. In an old buffalo 
trail they did pick up the tracks of 
their enemies . . . And among the toed- 
in prints of moccasins showed the heel 
marks of white women's shoes! 

The old buffalo trace wound through 
grassy prairie that was broken here and 
there by stands of trees. Lower and 
lower in the west sank the sun. The 
boys pressed on faster — dreading 
another night like the last one for their 
sweethearts. But Boone warned them 
Sternly. 

"I'm as anxious about that daughter 
of mine as you are, Sam Henderson," 
he said. "But Injuns are bloody devils. 
They'd kill the girls rather than leave 
them, if they knew we were close on 
their trail. If you bull ahead and let 
those savages see you first, we'll hove 
a job of burying — instead of rescuing." 

Dusk had fallen. The. Indians were 
just lighting their campfire, when 
Boone's party jumped them, with blaz- 
ing rifles. Like shadows the red men 
melted into the trees and brush . . . But 
the surprise had been so complete that 
all of the savages' weapons — and even 
their moccasins — were left behind! 

Also left behind, and quite un- 
harmed, were the three terrified girls. 
Their boy friends had well earned the 
right to "pop the question," and they 
did so at the first opportunity. Two 
weeks later a general call went out 
through the pioneer settlement of 
Boonesboro, for everybody to come to 
-the first white man's wedding held in 
the wild territory of Kentucky. 






SEE.UNCLE MIKE? ^/HE DOES THINGS 50 
TRIGGER JUMPS THAT If EASILY— THAT'S 
DITCH AS IF HE HAti A WHY HE NEVER GETS 
WINGS* r- ' V, TIREO. 




A LITTLE FARTHER ON WE SAW IT- 
A BUNCH OF BUCK INDIANS... 
TROUBLE THATMEANTT 






THERE WERE KIDS. STILL ALIVE, LYING OUTSIDE 
THEIR SUMMER HOGANS.'N THE CHILLY AIR 
OF OCTOBER." 



EVERY HOUR COUNTS FOR 
DIPHTHERIA.MIKE f EVEN 
IF IT MEANS TRIGGER'S 
LIFE— PUSH HIM TO THE 
LIMIT* I'LL STAY HERE 
ANO NURSE THESE KIDS 






WITH THE CHIEF'S HELP 




I PICKED THE FOUR BEST 




HORSES TO RUN WITH 




TRIGGER AND CARRY ON 




IF HE SHOULD GET HURT... 




THE FIRST WAS WAR 








NIGHT WIND. 


3t»ji 


^3$) 



' THE NEXT ONE I PICKED WAS LITTLE N 
BLUE ROAN... BLUE HORSE WAS ALL FIRE 
AND NERVES AND BUILT FOR SPEED. 





TEN MINUTESAFTER WE SEEN THEIR FIRE, I 
WAS STARTING BACK--WITH TRIGGER AND FOUR 
FINEHORSES, IN A RACE WITH DEATHf 




'BLUE HORSE SHOT AHEAD OF THE REST-- 
NO WAY TO START A LONG RIDE? 8UT FOR 
TEN MILES HE KEPT HIS LEAD. 




'THEN SUDDENLY HE FELL BEHIND. .. BLUE 
HORSE HAD GIVEN HIS BEST ALREADY 1 — HE 
WAS OUT OF THE RACE f 




FOUR HORSES NOW FAC£D THE WORST f 
OF THE TRAIL-- A BIG, HIGH RIDGE TO C 
AND OESCEND... 




"... A FLAT THAT WAS CUT 6Y*PERKIES I '~ DEEP 
WASHOUTS WITH STRAIGHT SIDES, 




THERE.TALL HUNTER TRIED 
A JUMP THAT ONLY A FR ESH 
HORSE COULD HAVE MADE. 
... HISBIGBAYBARELY 
REACHED THE FARTHER 
EDGE- 



THAT WAS TWO LIVES LOST 
-A BRAVE MAN AND A 

GALLANT HORSE * WE SAW 
1T.BUTWE COULDN'TSTOP. 




"ALL OF US RODE WITH ONE TERRIBLE 

THOUGHT IN MIND — THOSE NAVAJO YOUNG- 
STERS SLOWLY CHOKING TO DEATH IN THEIR 
. MOTHER'S ARMS r CHOKING FOR THE 
MEDICINE WE STILL HAD TO GET. 



THE SUN WENT DOWN BEHIND THE MESAS. . 
TEN MILES. ..FIVE MILES TO TOWN — AND" 
TRIGGER'S MIGHTY STRIDE WAS AS SMOOTH AS 
FLOWING WATER. 




THEN AT LAST, WITH TRIGGER FAR AHEAD/ 
THE LIGHTS OFTHE TOWN EDGED UP AGAINST 
THE SKY. 





"TO LEFT TRIGGER S " 
SADDLE BEHIND, TO SAVE 
HIM WEIGHT... I'M NO 

INDIAN, BUT I STUCK ON, 

ALL RIGHT-- 



. "—TILL A LOOSE STONE 
TRIPPED TRIGGER...! WENT 

OVER HIS EARS.BANGING MY 
HEAD AND SHOULDER ON A 
BIG SOCK. 



I NEVER KNEW WHEN CHIEF 
WAR EAGLE TOOK THAT 
PRECIOUS BAG OF MEDICINE 
ANDWENT<W< 




I CLIMBED ON HIM 
AND HUNG TO HIS 
MANE TILL MY ACH- 
ING HEAD CLEARED 
A BIT... I HAD TO 
CARRY ON, IN CASE 
SOMETHING 
HAPPENED TO WAR 
EA6LE' 



WHEN! CAME 
tO.THERE WAS 
MOBODY WITH 
ME BUT TRIGGER 

..HE HADN'T 
BUDSED. 





"TRIGGER TACKLED THE 
GREAT RIDGE WITH ALL HE 
HAD— HE WON'T KNOW THE 
MEANING of'oun'r 



"BUT I GOT OFF AND MADE 
HIM WALK. ..I HOPED WAR 
EAGLE HAO DONE THE SAME 
WITH NIGHT WIND. 



"HALFWAY DOWN THE OTHER 
SLOPE, TRIGGER SHIED AT 
SOMETHING--ANO ALMOST 
PILED ME AGAIN. SOMETHING 
HAD SPOOKED HIM. 





I LEANED FORWARD AND SHOUTED-* 
SOBBED- SANG, INTO HIS BACK-TURNED 
EAR'ANDI FELT HIS GREAT PACE 
QUICKEN BENEATH ME'" 



..LL ATONCE I SAW 
V FIRELIGHT AHEAD — 
AND KNEW THAT WE'D 
ARRIVED? 
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"trigger's master put his arms 
around his horse's neck and hugged 
him, without a word. 
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